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One 


Author's Notes: 


Lemmy is in this too. You are sorely missed, mate. 


New Frontier 


One 


"We have to do something about this." 


"No, we really don't.” 


"A fucking Yank!" 

"Soe" 

Steve sighed through his nose. Bruce was pacing the room, swearing between his teeth and waving his arms in 
the air; the pack based South of the river (The River, as some of their more aquatic brothers referred to 
her - you could hear the capitalisation when they spoke, no mean feat) had just been taken over, which was 
bad enough. Insult had been added to injury by the nationality of the new pack leader, and his cohorts. The 
remnants of the once proud Southern pack were in tatters, running for their lives - or already dead. 


"So? So?! Fucking Hell, Steve. Its a fucking insult, is what it is--" 


And so on and so forth. Bruce had been frothing at the mouth since the news had broken of the successful 
coup across the river, and he was getting a bit bored of listening to him, to be honest. 


James Hetfield, late of Los Angeles and San Francisco, had arrived in London the previous year. It was a good 
time to be a non human, the relentless march of technology made sure that nobody believed that there was 
anything out there in the dark, because it was the twenty first century, and there was nothing new to 
discover. Humanity had forgotten them, and that was good. 


So they scratched a living alongside human society, most of them doing odd jobs and anything that paid in cash 
to make ends meet. They hovered around the edges of legality, and lived by their own rules. 


Which meant that when the American had turned up with his little pack, nobody was expecting the chaos that 
they brought with them. Organised and savage, they had cut a swathe through the city's underworld - and 
then they'd started on the established pack structure. It had been mayhem. 

‘lm going over there." 

"No, Bruce--" 

"IIl challenge him. Not even that fucking colonial can turn down a challenge.” 

"No." 

"He thinks he's such a big man!" 

"Well, he is. Big bastard, by all accounts." 


"Fuck him. I'll go over there and--" 


"Get killed" Steve rose gracefully to his feet, crossed the concrete in two swift strides and gripped Bruce by 


the shoulders, gave him a brisk shake. "Look, we'll get the others together. Talk it over. Tonight, yeah? And 
don't do anything stupid." 


"Trust me," said Bruce with a grin, and Steve sighed. 

~~ 
James propped his boots on the railing, and watched the river roll slowly past. 
"See you're busy," snorted Robert, making himself comfortable at the same table. James grunted, and drank 
his coffee. They were taking advantage of some rare good weather on the terrace of the bar they were 
currently using as a home base; ‘The HQ’, as it was known, had belonged to the last pack leader of the 
Southern half of the city. So when James had ripped the guys throat out, it had become his. Simple. 
"Looks like there might be another war brewing," said James, and grinned. Rob tilted his head in agreement. 
"We've done enough to get one," he replied. "Lars has been talking to the few pack left alive. Some of them 
have run to the North shore pack, and apparently their pack leader's a bit of a firebrand. Wants to rip your 
head off" 
"He can fucking try," rumbled James, and bared his teeth in a feral grin 
"You can take that asshole any time you like," cut in a third voice, and Rob turned to greet the newcomers. 
Lars - the only human in the pack - and Kirk, good natured and laid back, joined the two men where they 
watched the slow slide of the river. Lars waved some papers, grinned at James. 
"We're making a killing," he said, "none of these guys have any fucking idea how to make a profit. We're cleaning 
up, and there isn’t a fucking thing any of them can do about it. Fucking awesome. We should have done this 


years ago." 


"That was the point, wasn't it?" Kirk pointed out, eyes creased at the corners with amusement. "Retirement 


plans? Country gentlemen by Christmas." 
Rob snorted even as James barked his harsh, short laugh. 


"| don't care," said James, "hunting's good here in the city. In fact, | think we should have a little scout out this 
evening, yeah?" 


"Never happy unless he's fighting something," sighed Kirk. 
"As long as it's them and not us? Fuck ‘em," grinned Lars. 


~ Ke 


The bar was crowded, and noisy. Denim and leather predominated, the senior wolves of the pack being mostly 
of a certain age; on the whole they'd sent their families away to lesser packs outside London, although there 
was a fair scattering of women within the crowd. Hard eyed and just as fierce as the men, they would be a 


force to be reckoned with. 


"Enough!" shouted Bruce, from the table he'd climbed on to get everybody's attention. "We need to come up 
with a plan" 


"Drive ‘em out," snarled an older wolf, and there was a general growl of agreement. 


"You try that, you'll end up as dead as the South pack," said a new voice, and the whole room turned to stare. 
An old wolf propped up the bar, curled brim black hat with silver sabres crossed on the front of it, reflective 
sunglasses even in the gloom of the bar, ever present glass of bourbon in his hand. His voice was rough and 


deep, and every wolf in the place listened to it. 
"Lemmy," snapped Bruce, "this is pack. You have no business here." 


The old wolf leered a grin in Bruce's direction. "Hey, | don't give a fuck if you want to go and get yourselves 
killed. You all know me well enough not to fuck with me, right?" 


A general growl of agreement. Bruce folded his arms and glared; Lemmy was, indeed, a lone wolf who had been 
doing as he damn well pleased for decades. He'd beaten the pack leaders - north and south - and simply walked 
away instead of killing them. He was respected and feared in equal measure; but both pack leaders would go to 


him for advice, when it was needed. 

Even if, like now, he told them what they didn't want to hear. 

"You can't beat him on your own," rumbled Lemmy, "but maybe he has enemies." 

"The enemy of my enemy is my friend? That's interesting,” said Steve. He stood with the rest of the pack's 
inner circle; Dave, Adrian, and Janick - known as the three amigos, valued for their speed and skill in a fight - 


and Nicko, a big, friendly wolf with a wild laugh and a soft spot for any pack member in trouble. Also a punch 
that could stop a truck, although he professed not to enjoy using it. 


"Or we could just go and wipe ‘em out," said Adrian with a shrug. “There's only four of them. With the six of 
us and the rest of the pack--" 


"You think he hasn't thought of that?" snapped Lemmy. "You think what's left of the south pack won't pile in? 
They're scared. And whether you like it or not, that bastard knows the rules - better'n you bloody lot, by the 
looks of it" 


Bruce bristled. It was true that the interloper had invoked some very old forms, which had given him the edge 


in the individual battles he and his pack had fought, they'd picked the old pack apart and torn the throat out of 
it, one wolf at a time. His lieutenants were as dangerous as he was; Kirk was fast and skilful, quick enough that 
most of his battles were over before they'd truly begun Rob was massive, a red wolf that beat his opponents 
with sheer savagery, and the final member of the little group? Well, it was difficult to attack a man who was 


never without a sawn off loaded with silver, and had a high tolerance for risk 

"Maybe we ought to try talking to him - no lads, hear me out on this," said Nicko, waving his hands as the 
whole pack began to yell at him, "no, | mean it. Shut up a minute. Have we had any communication with him at 
all? Above and beyond him sending us the heads of the old pack, which is just downright bloody rude in my 
opinion but there you are, maybe they do stuff differently over there." 

"He's got a point," Steve said with a tilt of his head. "Maybe we should try--" 


"| cannot believe this!" bellowed Bruce. "Where's your pride?" 


"Right where | left it, | think," said Nicko, "lads? Probably in the last place you looked, ain't it always the way? 


You put summat down for a second-" 

"And there s an old rule about parley," muttered Janick. 

"Old rules is good rules, | reckon," agreed Nicko firmly, "after all, we can always rush in like angels and get our 
silly selves slaughtered any time we like, can't we? But maybe if we're a bit canny with this cove, like, we can 


salvage something out of the whole bloody mess." 


"So we parley? Is that what you all want?" snapped Bruce from atop his table. He didn't look happy, but if that 
were the will of the pack-- 


The grumble of assent was less than heartfelt, but it seemed that the majority thought that talking was the 
logical first step. After all, as Nicko had said, they could always go to war later. 


"IIl set it up," said Lemmy with a nod, "see you back here tomorrow.’ 
With that, he was gone. 
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